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me he would speak to the comrade who would relieve
and who would serve me as well as he had done. I passed
my time making geometrical calculations. On the morning
of the fourth day, the officer who had arrested me appeared,
and told me politely that he was the bearer of bad news:
he had orders to take me to the dungeon in the tower. It
Was a kind of round cellar, paved with large stones; there
jcvere five or six slits in the thick walls, each about two inches
in width. I was told I could order what I wanted for din-
ner, but that the gaoler would only visit me once a day, and
that I could be furnished with a lamp if I wanted one.
When they brought me my food, the officer who accom-
panied them cut up the fowl and stuck his fork into all the
dishes so as to be sure they contained no letters or papers.
My food and wine were excellent, and there was always
enough for six people, so I shared it with my sentinels, who
had never in their lives been so well fed. The poor devils
would have done anything in the world for me. I was
curious to know who saw to my supplies, but there was no
means of finding out.
I passed forty-two days in this hole, and it was there that
1 wrote in pencil, and with no help but my memory, a com-
plete refutation of Amelot de la Houssaye's History of the
^Government of Venice.
On the 28th of December, six weeks after my arrest, the
officer on guard came and told me to dress and follow him.
* Where are we going?5
*I am to hand you over to the officer of the captain-
general, who is expecting you.'
When we got to the guard-room, he consigned me to the
Same civil officer who had arrested me; he in his turn con-
ducted me to the palace, where a clerk gave me a trunk
tontaining my papers, which were all intact, and included
my three passports; the latter, he assured me, were per-
fectly genuine.
*! know that, and have always known it,* I answered.
'Probably, but we had strong reasons to believe the con-

